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Love - Pain & Joy 


. If hereafter we should find ourselves 
. Man’s inhumanity to woman 
. My gift to you would be the wish to unite 


My spirit in each waking hour 
No letter – no reply 


. There’s a song in my heart 
. You can tell her, she can have you 
. If you are a fish - then | am the sea 


Gloom & Doom 


. | went to a meeting place 

. Lost in the vast labyrinth of life 

. Present tears are ever largest 

. So now must | live in perpetual gloom 
. You are Vulcan’s wife 


Uplifting 


. And the tide withdrew and left 
. At the centre of the storm is Love 
. Be still, stupid mind 


From out of the hubbub and chaos 


. Let every thought and feeling 
. Stay yet awhile in sweet friendship’s name 
. The beguiling beauty of the World 
. They that risk more and in ways of danger go 
. When trouble stalks and walks with me 


Philosophical 


. If you were a wing’ed bird 

. If we should stretch our souls 

. 15 coolness coldness? 

. Let him have his fling 

. Let us do the fair thing 

. There was before те а gate 

. There is some knowledge 

. And now at times | suddenly stop 

. The lack is in the will 

10. You must never go round the bend 


О со ч су (л 3» о ~ ҥе 


Seasonal 


. Primroses may cover the bank 

. The once bare branches of the trees 

. In Autumn when | was seven years old 
. Grey leaden skies 

. In the coldest days of the year 

. Now amidst the winter drear 

. Stark skeletal trees 


NOM طب‎ wv یم‎ ~ 


Light-hearted / Rhythmical 


1. Empress of the elements 
. Flying feet 
3. Poor little fella 


N 


| ove ~ Pain & Joy 


| ove - Рат & Joy 


| could wait а thousand years 


If hereafter we should find ourselves Beings in a strange new guise 
A wraith-like self inhabiting that oft-recounted Paradise, 

Then let my being to thee take flight, 

Thought and feeling forming love and light. 

| could wait a thousand years for the sun on such a day to rise. 


| ove - Pain & Joy 


2. 


Man's Inhumaníty to Woman 


Man's inhumanity to woman 
Is such, | say, 

That to survive 

With heart alive 

She must learn 

In her turn 

To pray. 


They should remember 
When they play, 

It's on our heart strings. 
Each discord brings 
Sorrow and tears. 
Insincerity sears. 

So we pray. 


| ove - Рат & Joy 


Т rue Communion 


My gift to you would be the wish to unite; 
The will that survives the parting. 

The longing, the searching, the reaching, 
That knows no contentment but meeting: 


The true communion's might. 


| ove - Рат & Joy 


4 


Longing 


My spirit in each waking hour 

Longs for thee with all its power. 

More speedily than a thought can fly 

It wings itself near thee to lie, 

And strong is the will that wrests it from thee 
To make it return to its duty in me. 


| ove - Рат & Joy 


5 


Мо Letter 


No letter - no reply. 

My words strike no fire; 

Into the void of outer space they fly. 
Seeking always to enquire 

“What think you? 

Are you still you? 

Is my object so far achieved? 

Why then does the letter box so empty lie?” 


| ove - Рат & Joy 


6 
Passing By 


There’s a song in my heart 
As he comes nigh. 

Don’t stop him Lord 

For he’s passing by. 


We watch him with sadness. 
Don’t mix it awry. 

He may stay for a moment; 
But he’s passing by. 


| ove - Рат & Joy 


7 


You Never Belonged to Me 


You can tell her, she can have you; 
That you never belonged to me. 
You never promised to be true, 
And | knew how the end would be. 


Your words were always full of love, 
And your eyes were full of praise; 
But your heart | never could move, 
Nor shift you from you selfish ways. 


Caught in steel and thrown in а pit; 
Cast there to rot my days away; 

A victim to your whim and wit, 

At last, now, | turn on you at bay. 


Since your disguise is wearing thin 

| can see you clear in a truer light, 
And seek the strength which is within 
To turn from you with all my might. 


You can tell her, she can have you 
That you never belonged to me. 
You never promised to be true, 
And | knew how the end would be. 


| ove - Рат & Joy 


8 
Тит to Love 


If you are a fish - then | am the sea. 

A granite rock? Then feel the soft earth in the warmth of me. 
| am the womb that awaits your seed. 

| am the cup from which you feed. 

The hand held out, you continually spurn. 

The joy and the peace to which you return. 

For | am love. 


If you thirst then drink from me. 

| hold myself in readiness for thee. 

If you hunger, if you bleed, 

Then will | fulfil your need. 

Nurse your wounds, and lull your fears, 
Live in your joy, and weep with your tears. 


For this no prize, no promise - you are free. 
Yet do | ask, for pity's sake, 

Open your eyes - awake, awake! 

Turn to love, the true reality. 


| ove - Рат & Joy 


Gloom & Doom 


Gloom & Doom 


1 


Who's Interested ín Your Víews? 


| went to a meeting place 

In the wild and wintry heath. 

The stars looked down upon my face 
Standing there as still as death, 
Alone | was in that dark hour 
Waiting to tell my news, 

News of a vast transforming Power. 
*Who's interested in your views?" 


The wind whispered over the moor. 


Gloom & Doom 


2 


Миз Darkness Бе My Perpetual Doom? 


Lost in the vast labyrinth of life 

My star but dimly seen; 

Fixed in the giant net of strife 
Surrounded by sad sorrow's screen, 
Will nothing pierce this web of gloom? 
Must darkness be my perpetual doom? 


Gloom & Doom 


Anguish of Today 


Present tears are ever largest. 
There is no pain but in this moment. 
Yester sorrows soon are епдед; 


But what can be done with anguish of today? 


Gloom & Doom 


There remains but the longing 


So now must | live in perpetual gloom. 

Will the sun never once again rise? 
Darkness and sadness 

The mood all prevailing, 

With nothing to lighten the leaden skies. 
Has he sloth for his hand maiden, 

Does indifference reign? 

Whatever the cause the effect is the same. 
Itl-planned - ill-timed, it went awry. 


There remains but the longing, the seeking, the pain. 


Gloom & Doom 


5 
Vulcan’s Wife 


You are Vulcan’s wife, 
To learn through strife. 
There’s no escape but through his fire, 


The flame, the forge, the funeral pyre. 


Gloom & Doom 


Uplifting Poems 


Uplifting 


1 


Giving Promise 


And the tide withdrew and left 

An ugly mark upon the sand. 

Rocks reared their rugged heads 

And pebbles spread themselves across the strand. 
Limp seaweed slowly dried itself beneath 

The hot rays of the noonday sun. 

One could almost hear the creak and groan 

Of this parched, dry land. 


But came an inner longing bringing change 

That could not end when once begun. 

From the four corners of this dread scene 

Came a cool, sweet-scented, loving wind, 

Fanned through dead grasses, 

Drifting in aimless eddies up the heated headland, 
Mimicking the movements of the distant sea. 


Tufts of white cloud appeared - 

Straying, lost sheep searching 

The far horizon, then spreading and enlarging, 
Gradually gathering speed to dance 

Across the wide expanse of blue 

Giving promise of cleansing, cool 

Rain to come. 


Uplifting 


At the Centre of the Storm 


At the centre of the storm is Love 

At the centre of the storm is Light 

At the centre of the storm is the peace of a dove 
And all God’s might. 

At the centre of the storm is Love. 


Uplifting 


3 


Freedoms Wings 


Be still, stupid mind. 

Let us float upon the tide, 

Mindful of the bonds that bind. 

Take the stars within our stride 

Let us soar on freedom’s wings. 

Let us sink in waters deep, 

Thankful for the joy it brings, 

Joining our tears with those who weep. 


Uplifting 


4 


The Plenitude of | ife 


From out of the hubbub and chaos, 

The conglomerate mess and upheaval, 

The stress and the strain, the knocks and hurt, 
The rush and hurry we know as life - 


Draw round you a circle to form a space 
Within which let not one thing encroach: 
But send it back with all your might. 


All things seen with exactitude, 
All things known from this central hub, 
The core within which is the pulse of life. 


In the magic music of the spheres, 

The glowing, weaving, living Being: 

Here can we meet, unhurried in our peace, 
And know something of the plenitude of life. 


Uplifting 


5 


lll Meet Your There 


Let every thought and feeling 

Be burnt in life’s fierce fire 

That from their embers we may meet 
In the eternal light. 

Swim out in waters deep, 

Have no fear, 

Let the sea waves carry you 

To meet God’s might. 


Brush not away the tear 
Question not your heart, 

Fear, anger, pain and want - 
Love follows near. 

Stand erect with head on high, 
Let the burning Will arise. 

In the laughter after danger, 
In the joy that follows death 
In that swift enfolding Peace - 
Listen! For I'll meet you there. 


Uplifting 


Кеј evens A 

Be оси уу. Le ER = 
جما‎ Their embers — Capea 
Swm oul in waters nm 
Howe we leuc 

her re ZA wares Cara you 

Te meet God's ма . 


Bren wer Ow On re tear 
P net езе heart. 

, OW pars om wont 
ехе абас near. 
Soma enec’ wih head hela Маји 
kek Pro burning sill عه‎ . 
le ae ага oJie- daw 
l^ the јел Кај fellows d deabh, 
Î hok swih еледа аад 
Шањ У Fer J’ ü maet yor are. 


Uplifting 


6 


Ма Soul Can Flower 


Stay yet awhile in sweet friendship’s name. 
That my heart may bathe in its phoenix flame. 
Under that tutelage my soul can flower 

Put forth new shoots, gain strength and power. 


Uplifting 


Overflowing Cup of | ove 


The beguiling beauty of the World 
Would stifle us with sleep. 

But awakening with a conscious Will, 
Through mists of dark depression 

My heart's desire for clarity and light 
Must lose the heavy clinging weight 
Of Earthly care - to reach 

In depth of Being's warmth 

The overflowing cup of love that lies 
Centred in the searching soul. 


Uplifting 


8 


That Fiery Substance 


They that risk more and in ways of danger go 
Help themselves to heaven’s delight. 
Something of true happiness they know, 

As with eager hands they grasp their right: 
That fiery substance made with pearls of woe 
That glistens and sparkles in the light. 


Uplifting 


Peace Enters the Soul 


When trouble stalks and walks with me 

Then shall | run to my love the tree, 

And lean to her my wearied head. 

The last word drops from my mind unsaid, 

While rending struggles all unwind. 

My heart to hers | closely bind 

Till through me all her strength doth flow 

Into the arid spaces of my soul. 

Then up leaps my heart on the winds as they blow. 
Peace enters the soul as we reach our goal. 


Uplifting 


Philosophical Poems 


Philosophical 


1 
е Struggles for Its Freedom 


If you were a wing'ed bird 

Would you trap it in a cage to sigh? 

If a dog, would you bind him on a chain? 
You love to see the firelight flaunting high. 
Delighted you will watch the rushing water. 
But when, if life would freely flow, 

It struggles for its freedom, begs to fly, 
You chain it, cage it, choke it slow... 

Then see within — it sinks in misery to die. 


Philosophical 


2 


Do Not Play With Stars 


If we should stretch our souls on high 

To pluck the stars down from the sky, 

And lay them on the cool, green grass 

For all the people that might pass 

To wonder over and admire, 

Such worlds of wealth would like revealed - 
The very heart of earth would come on fire, 
Its burning essence well up unsealed. 


But do not play with stars as knuckle-bones 

Nor pocket them for pretty stones: 

Barter not, nor buy with them 

Your children's sweets, comics and ice cream cones. 


Philosophical 


3 
Without Hotness 


Is coolness coldness? 
Is indifference pain? 


How people without hotness 
Their thoughts do contain; 


Like men without vision 


Must be shackled without fusion 
To the dead bone of what they see. 


Philosophical 


4 
That Stupid L go Thing 


Let him have his fling 
That stupid ego thing. 
Watch him! 

Guard his actions well 
That he may not weave his spell... 
Then laugh at him. 


Philosophical 


5 
How the devil’s it done? 


Let us do the fair thing, 

The right thing and the true. 
‘Tis the only possible thing 
That we can ever do. 


It’s better to give than to take, they say. 
It’s better to love than to hate. 

It’s better to do it now, they say, 

Than wait until it’s too late. 


How the devil’s it done - do they tell? 

With hate in the heart how to love? 

With evil thoughts in the mind — do they tell? 
How to get help from above? 


What's to be done with greed — do they say? 
With a full and lustful heart? 

Is there any possible way 

To purify the tart? 


Philosophical 


Only Your Self Must you Leave Behind 


There was before me a gate. Between the pillars a shadowy indistinct figure stood. 
“Come,” he said and smiled. | knew who spoke. 


*| am Eve, Lord, and within me is the knowledge from 
"The apple that | ate. With me must this enter if | come.” 


Then came a mighty clang as though a great iron door had slammed. Before the 
gateway | could now see a tall cross standing. 


“Where are you, Lord? Why have you forsaken me?” 


“1 ат here” came the voice, close and warm. 
“Here is the Tree from which your apple came. 
"At its root the entrance lies. 

"The road of sacrifice must be your way.” 


“Lord, what must | sacrifice?” | cried. 

“Not Adam. He is my breath. He is my bone. 

"Мог the children, my flesh and blood. 

"Lord, | cannot give them up. 

"Nor can | leave my brothers and sisters. Never a one. 
"Nor the dog by the hearth. The robin in the tree. 
"These | cannot give up." 


Then in the stillness, as | clung to his feet, the quiet words came: 
“Only your Self must you leave behind." 


January 1963 


Philosophical 


7 
Ол the Verge of My Understanding 


There is some knowledge that comes on the verge 
of my understanding without full realization of its 
meaning. Then it is like swallowing a prune stone, 
in that my whole being comes to battle with this 
hard, cased intruder, and will not rest till the 
kernel is reached. 


Philosophical 


8 
The | ongíng to Share 


And now at times | suddenly stop in mid-thought, 
the laughter still on my lips; a sudden pang 
catches my heart, tears spring to the eyes. So 
strong is the longing to share each moment's 
joys and laughter. What has never been cannot 
be missed; but friendship lost leaves an 
emptiness one cannot even wish to fill. 


Philosophical 


9 
The Significance [5 Not Геј 


The lack is in the will, and this is irremediable. 
If the will to renew was there then every 
obstacle could be overcome. But since the 
significance is not felt on both sides, then 
there is no point in pursuing further what has 
become а mere will-o-the-wisp. 


Philosophical 


10 


Thru! hell and beyond 


You must never go round the bend, they say, 
But follow the ‘Narrow Road.’ 

The search for Truth? It's a strange new way 
leading you on to a new abode. 

Thru’ hell and beyond where the angels play, 
So they say! 


Philosophical 


Seasonal Poems 


Most of these poems were written as homework 
for Maisie Jones' Tuesday evening speech classes. 


Seasonal Poems 


1 
Arrival of Spring 


Primroses may cover the bank 

And crocii appear rank on rank - 

Spears of deep purple, yellow and white 

While snowdrops are swaying little and light; 
But the particular signs that Nature will bring 
To herald the final arrival of spring: 

Not newborn lambs skipping 

Nor March hares leaping - 

But that magical, mystical, revelatory moment 
When the world is suddenly filled with he scent 
Which catches the senses holding them fast, 
Reminding us of days long past - 

Beyond present bodily aches and pain 

To relive the days of our youth once again 
When young in heart life’s praise we’d sing 
Picturing back to the very first days of Spring 


2005 


Seasonal Poems 


2 
Spring 


The once bare branches of the trees 

Are all awash with colour, 

Swathes of bright green veils 

Softening and covering their sharp angularity. 
Plants in the border too are showing signs of life. 


As winds from the freezing North 

Veer towards the warmer West 

Daily | venture out to work and feed 

The sodden, frozen earth. Now is the time 
| longed for when packets are sorted 

And seeds inserted in their appointed beds. 


The sun is warming on my back 

As | stoop to fill the gaps with new young plants 
From the Nursery and move a rose or two. 

But there must come a time of rest 

To find a warm and sunny spot 

To sit and view the wonders spreading everywhere 
Now Spring is here. 


5 May 2008 


Seasonal Poems 


3 


Autumn 


In Autumn when I was seven years old 

It was a custom for me, my daddy and sister too 
To take a walk in Greenwich Green Park 

Down through the trees and up the long avenue 
All muffled up ‘gainst the wind and the cold. 


Our aim was the clock that gave Greenwich Mean Time 
But games we could play round the tall stately trees 
Flaming red, yellow and brown 

Scuffing our feet through the leaves that were down, 

| forget now, were they chestnut or lime. 


But hidden in hollows we searched for the treasure 
That fairies had placed there well out of sight 

— So daddy told us — to give us delight. 

These gifts when found gave us great pleasure 
Thanks for this pleasure we gave in good measure. 


Seasonal Poems 


4 
November from my window 


Grey leaden skies, 

Layers of sodden leaves 
Carpeting the gaunt, bare trees 
Mark the passing days of Autumn. 


Only the copper beech is seen 

Still wrapping its modesty 

In а majestic robe of russet brown. 
Yesterday, the silver birch 


Still flaunted its little yellow flags 
Warming itself in the sun’s strong rays. 
The May tree toasting itself all summer 
Had turned a deep mahogany. 


The last roses nodded their heads 
Relishing the peace before the storm. 
Leaves, gently sailing in the breeze 
Landed lightly as feathers on the lawn. 


The whole earth smiled warmly 
At the thought of tasks well done. 
Now all that is gone 

Winter has come. 


22 Nov 2007 


Seasonal Poems 


5 
Time Stands Still 


In the coldest days of the year, 

Sheltered from the wind and rain, 

Idly | am sitting here to stare 

Through the windows at my bleak domain. 


Time stands still - 

| have hours to kill 

The earth sleeps without a care, 
Trees stand all black and bare 


Dreaming of the summer sun long gone. 
Water trickles down through mud and stone. 
Clouds hang large and low, 

Bringing gloom to all below. 


But it is not all gloom and dead 

For the birds are coming to be fed; 
Pompous pigeons peck at the seed 
And playful tits zoom in on their feed. 


7 Feb 2008 


Seasonal Poems 


6 
Winters Darkest Night 


Now amidst the winter drear, 

At the darkest moments of the year, 

The summer flowering of the lily in the sun’s warm light 
Is echoed by the flowering soul in winter’s darkest night. 


Seasonal Poems 


7 
Sta rk Skeletal ] rees 


Stark skeletal trees sketch the dark lowering sky 
Sudden dazzling sun flames dead leaves as they lie 
Frost bitten, sodden brown, black and gold. 

We shiver as fingers and toes tingle with cold. 
They tell us old winter has finally come 

And we must seek shelter and safety at home. 


Seasonal Poems 


Light-Mearted or Rhythmical 


| íght-hearted or Rhythmical 


E urythmy Lesson 


Empress of the elements, 

Queen of all the Temperaments, 
We hearken to your every word. 
Trying not to seem absurd 

In our matitudinal gyrations, 

In our Eurythmical equations. 


Priestess, with patient regularity, 

With wisdom and sagacity 

You guide us on our starry way 

Throu’ modes and moods both sad and gay: 
Into all the temperaments — 

Round and round — and round the elements. 


Now once more at school are we, 
Learning again our AB C. 

Not the alphabet of the dictionary, 

But consonantal sequence evolutionary 
And vowels contracting and expansionary. 
Also diphthongs convolutionary. 


Whether purely diplomatically, 

Or sometimes autocratically 

You train us indefatigably - 

From merest clods of clay, 

From inner darkness to a light afar 
We seek and find our inner star. 


| íght-hearted or Rhythmical 


2 


Рт Coming Тоо 


Flying feet 
Down the street. 
Who's that? 
Quick Pat. 

Look and see, 
Who is he? 


Ah! but he's gone. 

Just a whistle and a song 
Left on the crisp, bright air 
As we stand forlorn to stare. 


Wait for me, wait for me, wait for me do! 
Just one minute and I’m coming too. 


| íght-hearted or Rhythmical 


3 


Life [5 ]oo ‘Tough 


Poor little fella 

You don’t want to play? 

Go back in your box 

for some other day. 

Poor little chap, 

Life is so hard. Life is so cold, 
So stay you there lad, 

While we grow old. 


Poor little fella, 

You thought t'would be fun. 

Out you popped 

To play in the sun. 

Playing at loving, playing at living. 
Playing with dolls, 

At taking and giving. 


Go back in you box — sonny, 

You’ve had enough. 

Go back in you box, Johnnny, 

Life is too tough 

Now you’ve discovered 

Life isn’t all play — go back and stay 
Safe in your box till Judgement Day. 


light-hearted or Rhythmical 


